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heard that Winston Churchill had been under fire in
Whitechapel, that was about all the public cared to
know about the Home Secretary. Borstal was all
very well; but Sidney Street was something anyone
could understand. It all came about through his
insatiable passion for seeing what was going on. It
had lent savour to his reconnaissances before Omdur-
man; it had landed him in the armoured train and
a Boer prison camp; and when his telephone in-
formed the Home Secretary that some foreign anar-
chists had been surrounded in an East End house
and were shooting freely, the news was simply
irresistible. (The Rough Rider of the White House
would have succumbed inevitably to the same tempta-
tion.) He was shortly on the spot, watching siege
operations by armed policemen and Scots Guards
from the Tower and even suggesting, with a faint
anticipation of the tank, a frontal attack upon the
staircase behind a sheet of steel to be procured
from a local foundry. The world was soon familiar
with a press photograph of the top-hatted Home
Secretary standing in the meagre cover of a doorway
with the fur collar of his coat turned up. Mr. Bal-
four observed unkindly that he understood " what
the photographer was doing, but why the Home
Secretary ? ** It was not easy to imagine any of
his predecessors venturing himself in such surround-
ings. But his presence had its uses, since he was
able to prevent the London Fire Brigade from the
heroic imbecility of extinguishing a fire that broke
out on the besieged premises (because the regulations
said that fires must be put out) regardless of the
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